Spirit shall deem them beckoning Earth and

voiced

Sisterly to her, in her beams rejoiced.
Of love, the grand impulsion., we behold

The love that lends her grace

Among the starry fold.
Then at new flood of customary mom.

Look at her through her showers,

Her mists, her streaming gold,
A wonder edges the familiar face :
She wears no more the robe of printed hours ;
Half strange seems Earth, and sweeter than her
flowers.
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Then the Lord answered Job out of the whirlwind,
and said,
Who is this that darkeneth counsel
By words without knowledge ?
Gird up now thy loins like a man i
For I will demand of thee, and declare thou unto me.
Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the
earth?
Declare, if thou hast understanding ?
Who   determined  the  measures  thereof,  if thou
knowest?
Or who stretched the line upon it ?
Whereupon were the foundations thereof fastened ?
Or who laid the corner stone thereof;
When the morning stars sang together,
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